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PIUS A1ANY MORE 

EXCITING STORIES IN 

THIS ALL-ORIGINAL 

TOP TALENT ISSUE! 
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f . • r « 1\ MY SECRET NEW DYNAFLEX METHOD CAN GIVE YOU 
' MCfv/l POWERFULLY TONED MUSCLES AND PUT FULL STRENGTH 
■JJ> IN YOUR MUSCLES . . . MAKE THEM SO STRONG YOU WILL 
BE PROUD TO SHOW YOUR FRIENDS HOW FULL OF STRENGTH 
YOU ARE ! IN JUST TEN MINUTES A DAY— WITH ABSOLUTELY 
NO WEIGHTS, NO BAR BELLS. NO FORMAL LONG EXERCISES 
AT ALL!! (MAKES GLADIATOR MUSCLES TO A GLADIATOR JOB) 

"Yes if the girls laugh at you now when you try doing anything that requires strength-toned 
up muscles-they will be amazed, astonished, with the strength and strong men things you will 
be able to do after you master the DYNAFLEX METHOD! You will be so proud of the feats of 
strength you will be able to do, of the increased power in every one of your muscles" says 
Mike Marvel, Master of toning and putting strength into muscles! 




HERE ARE THE KIND OF TESTIMONIALS YOU 

WILL WANT TO WRITE AFTER YOU MASTER 

DYNAFLEX: 

"I tried two other muscle toning systems before I tried Dynaflex is the Modern Method — almost 

Dynaflex. It really works end how! I have the strength of toning your muscles ... it takes 

and muscle tone I always wanted. I can't praise Dynr 
flex enough." 



Pal — do yourself a favor ... Try your muscles and 
see if they are as strong as you would like them to 
be ... . Can you lift as much as you really should be 
able to? Are you ashamed of your muscle strength? 
Believe it or not, I can increase your muscle tone . . . 
add strength to your muscles . . . improve your ability 
to display your new found BIG MUSCLE STRENGTH . . . 
enough to make you proud so you will beam with de- 
light at how strong you have become, at how easily 
you perform things that require muscle tone — strength 
— endurance ■ that you never thought you had in you! 

HOW DYNAFLEX TONES MUSCLES AND 
INCREASES THE STRENGTH OF YOUR MUSCLES 



"I never thought you can really tone my muscles ar 
make, them so strong, without long peritds of exercisi 
or weight lifting . . . Dynaflex has truly amazed me. 



thrilling 
into your 
flex you 



"Every summer it seemed to be the same old story — 
I don't like to admit this but I was pretty much a 
punk, and maybe even a sissy and everybody at the 
beach could tell at a glance ... But now with Mike 
Marvel Secret New Dynaflex Method that tones BIG 
MUSCLES INTO POWERHOUSES OF ACTION. I feel 
LIKE A PANTHER ON THE PROWL ... I've got plenty 
of GLADIATOR POWER in my Shoulder, Hips. Arms, 
Legs and Torso . . . and I feel every inch the DYNA- 
MO OF ACTION PACKED POWER IN EVERY MUSCLE lows will sta 
IN MY BODY." and jealousy, 



racle way 
Tie formal 
barbells — no special diets . . . Dynaflex 
ring discovery of a West German Doctor . . . 
arch into the science of Strength found a 
■w way to tone muscles . . . build strength 
msctes ... In ten minutes a day with Dyna- 
FLEX" each muscle once, in a certain way 
re effective than if you exercised the muscle 
?ven 100 times the old fashioned way! 



to watch how strong you have become, how you toned 
your muscles and filled them full of strength, and if 
the boys want to know how you did it tell them about 
the miracle secrets of Dynaflex (Complete instructions 
in one book only $1.98). Included Free a chapter on: 
"SECRETS OF ATTRACTING GIRLS." 

(■ MAIL NO-RISK TRIAL COUPON NOW! hhj 

■ Mike Marvel. DIPT. 20 18 East 41st Street. ■ 
New York, NY. 10017. rm 1501 I 

I O.K. Mike Marvel, enclosed is my SI. 98. Send m 
me your entire Dynaflex System in one book which | 
includes a chapter on: "SECRETS OF ATTRACTING 

I GIRLS" I must agree that the Dynaflex method ■ 
has -given me powerfully toned muscles, put full | 
strength in my muscles, made me so strong that 

II can be proud to show my friends how strong ■ 
l.m. 



And it must do this in, 10 minutes 

I nothing else to buy — now or in the futui 
get my $1.98 back- 
return of the book. 



day— with 



i questions asked upon I 



STRONG MAN SEX APPEAL 






appeal, display feats of strength 

il of men with real strength — 

you will be proud' to show what you can do at the 

beach, in the gym, in sports you enjoy . . . The fel- 

at your display of strength with envy 

'hen they see all the girls crowd around 



SOLD ON MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 



$ 



1000 

PAID FOR THIS! 

6c STAMP 

you might find on a 
letter today! or you 
could find others that 
just sold for a few 
hundred dollars to a 
few thousand dollars, 
in your mail or on old 
letters. 




HERE IS A SMALL SAMPLE LIST OF 
WHAT WE WILL PAY FOR CERTAIN 
SPECIAL STAMPS OF THESE ISSUES" 



10c 1970 



6c 1970 

5c 1962-1966 



75.00 
275.00 



120.00 



.... 100.00 
2,000.00 



Moonlanding 

(Airmail) ..... 

Grandma Moses 
G. Washington 
Dark Blue Gray 
3c 1954-1968 Statue of Liberty 
Deep Violet Pair 
8c 1909 G.Washington 

Olive - 

We show you what to look for so you can 
recognize valuable stamps. 

Our 1970 catalogue gives you the full 
information of valuable stamps being 
sought and the prices we are ready to pay 
for each stamp.* Don't pass up the oppor- 
tunity good fortune may have in store for 
Su! The catalogue costs only $1 plus 25c 
r postage and handling and you can re- 
turn it for refund if you don't like it. Fair 
Enough? 

'Prices of course vary with the condition of 
tin lUmp and the current demand. 



MIGHTY 
MUSCLES 




KARATE & JUDO 
DEFENSE 



Start soon to build 
the manly body 
you want. Scien- 
tifically designed 
exerciser and com- 
plete easy to fol- 
low course buiids 
proud bodies, trains you 
for manly defense. Just 
minutes a day and you 
can see the muscles 
grow, and feel the pew 
strength & confidence 
surge through your 
body. Complete — noth- 
ing else to buy. 10 Day 
Trial. Satisfaction guar- 
anteed or your money 
back. Send only $2.00 
for Muscle Builder. 




YOU CANICAIMIO 

ttHnefomtr 

EARMfUSft 

~NOS«£SMEN~ 
DIOCONTMOTS 
SBND2S**0K 




MAIL SACK foe. Dept. 15217 

1044 Northern Blvd., Roslyn, N.Y. 11576 

Send me the items checked below on 
your money back guarantee. 

□ Stamp Catalogue $1 plus 250 for 

postage and handling 
Q Mighty Muscles $2 
Q Art Directors Course Information 25C 



I enclose _ 



in full payment. 
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A HECTIC 




MEANWHILE AT THE WROCLAW HOME.. 



WE'VE SOT A KIUER OH THE 
£OOSE,MILNER; CAN'T YOU 
THINK OF ANYTHING THAT 
AM6HT HAVE SET HM OFF, 
SOMETHING THATMISHT 
LEAD US TO //*M? 




^ LORD!;GASP.'i I'VE SEEM 
NEATER DECAPITATIONS ' 




AND WHO KNOWS HOW £CWG THAT SUBOONSCIDUS.ONCE AROUSED 
CAN £/!/£. VARGA KNOWS J 




Script by Gerald F. Conway • Art by Rich Bucklei 



"—NOT ONE WITH AN 
ARMY OF CLONES! 



ALL BECAUSE OF OUR WORK- 
-OUR 0/SCOVERieS,PRMK 
,..1 WANT yOU TO KNOW- 
HOW PROUD I AM.. TO HAVE 
TEAMED WITH YOU ON 
THIS PROJECT. 

ft 




' AWAKE VET, TAD DEAR PRIEMD?! 
I WANT YOU TO APPRECIATE 
THIS.' I'M THROUGH BEING 
WATER BOy...5ECOMD 



NOW... IT'S 
GOING TO BE 
FRANK ROGERS- J 
^NUMBER. ONE! 



FRANNNK! 



THE WORLP IS SPINNING 
ABOUT yOU,THE ROOM ROCK- 
ING UNPER YOUR FEET. YOU 
HEAR TAD'S WORPS...AND 
YOU HEAR ANOTHER. 
SOUND.. 




MAM—OFTEN DESCRIBED 
AS HAVING BEEN BORN 
OF TWO FATHERS.' THE 
FATHER. KNOWN AS 
NATURE, THE UNIVERSE, 
LIFE AND...£OV£.' AND 
THE FATHER KNOWN AS 
~-~^tfORRO«,NISHT, BUACK- 
NESg-AWCU3£A7Hi 



THE VAMPIRE.. .GAUNT AND EMACI- 
ATED IN HIS THIRSTING FOR HUMAN 
BLOOD, AND TREACHEROUS IN HIS 
TECHNIQUES OF TRAPPING HIS 
VICTIMS. ..IS OF THAT FATHER OF 
UNHEAVENLY ORIGIN! AND SO IT 
BE A FITTING MEMORY THIS TALE... 
THAT THE GROTESQUE CREATURE- 
BAT DIE A MERCILESS DEATH 



THE TIME: AHCIEUTROME...\1b B.C. 
UNDER THE RULE OF 6AIUS SEWPRONIUS 
GRACCHUS. 

THE SETTING: THE GREAT ARENA- 
STADIUM OF MANY TRIALS OF COMBAT 
AND HONOR. ..NOW HOSTING THE 
ANNUAL CHARIOT RACE OF THE 
TRIBUNE'S FINEST HORSEMEN. 




Script by Al Hewetson • Art by Serg Moren 



. DRIVING THEIR STEEPS AT A FRANTIC PACE AROUNP 
A BEND.' THE CROWDS SUDDENLY FALL QUIET AND 
A HUSH PERVADES THE ARENA AS A MAN LEAPS 
FROM THE HIGH WALL OF THE STADIUM AND LANDS 
WITH CRUSHING WEIGHT ON THE BACK OF THE 
LEAD RACER.' 



WITH MERCILESS AND UNREASONING STRENGTH THE 
ATTACKER BATTLES THE CHARIOTEER .KNOCKING FROM. 
HIS GRASP THE REIGNS AND FORCING HIMTO HIS KNEES... 




WE'LL NOT FIND 

HIM THERE... 

70NIGHT...1HB 

MANY TREES 
WOULD HIPE 
HIM WELL/ 




TRUE.. .HE'S 
DISAPPEARED... 1 
BUT WE MUST 
TAKE ACTION TO | 
PREVENT THIS 
IN THE 

future! 




DAMON'S WORDS 
HAVE GOOP MEAN- 
ING MEN. ..THIS 

CREATURE HAS 
STUCK TOO OFTEN.. 
TOO SUDDENLY.. .TO 

BE ALLOWED TO 
CONTINUE! 



/l/C.. .THIS IS NOT THE FIRST TIME HE HAS STRUCK... 
LAST MONTH IT WbSGENERAL PROCCHIUS...THB LAST 
WEEK STUNNED HUNDREDS BY ATTACKING A YOUNG 
WOMAN IN THE TRIBUNE'S OWN HANGING GARDENS! 
WHERE WILL IT BE NEKT...THE SENATE ITSELF.' 





IF HE'S HERE TOtJIGHT \/tHAT IS SO.. .BUT HE'S NOT BEEN 
...AT THE PARTY OF V HEARP OF IN WEEKS. ..DO YOU 

SENATOR 6ATTUS...HE A THINK HE STAyS IN HIDING 



SHOULD STRIKE 
BEFORE LONG! 



ALU THIS TIME ? 



IT'S POSSIBLE OAMOW... 
BUT STILL WE MUST BE 
READy...lFHEEVER. 
WHAT'S THAT NOISE.. 




LOOK... OVER 
THERE. ..IN THE 
FLEETING SHADOWS 
...IS THAT WOT 
HIM DESCENDING 
INTO A VAULT; 




I AND SO STARTS A VIGIL FOR THE THREEl 
\fWENGERS OF SOCIET/.. .WAITING... 
I WATCHING.. .FOR A TERROR STRICKEN 
I BLOOD FIEND TO GIVE IN. ..TO ADMIT 

DEFEAT AND TAKE HISCf/ANCES OUT- 
I SIDE.' TO OPEM THE POOR THAT BARS I 
OUT HATE AND REVENGE FOR HE AND 
HI'S KIND— OR. ..TO SUFFER A FATE 
PERHAPS WORSE THAN THAT OF A 
VIOLENT DEATH. ..THAT OF SLOW... 
PAINFUL. ..f\G0KmbiG...STARVATION 
WITHIN/ 





Aye- IT'S SEEN OVER 
TWO WEEKS.. .NO MAN, 
NO MAM cm LIVE 
WITHOUT SUSTAINANCE 
FOR THIS LENGTH 
OF TIME. 



WE'D BEST ' 
BREAK IN... 
F HE'S NOT 
DEAD HE'LL BE 
VERY WEAK... 
IT WON'T BE 
MUCH OF A 
FIGHT! 



WE'LL 

HAVE IT 

IN A FEW 

, MOMENT5... 



IT'S WBLLBARRED 
FROM THE OTHER 
SIDE. ..AND THE 
WOOD IS THICK 
/\ND HEAVK.. 



BY THE 

ANCIENT 

GODS... 



OH. ..IN THE 
NAME OF HUMANITY 

...WHAT HAS 
HAPPENED.. .WHAT 

HAS HE DONE? 



HE' STILL 
^STRONG—BS READ/ 
.BE ON GUARD WITH 
YOUR SWORDS.. 



OH GODS... 

WHAT VILE 
MOCKERY OF A 
MAN IS THIS... 
THIS... THING 

BEFORE US? 






*w* 



WRETCHED THING 

IN THIS UTTER 

DARKNESS. 
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j BRING FORTH 

MORE LIGHT SO 

THAT WE CAN 

LSBEK OUT THIS 

] MENACE THAT 

AFFLICTS US.' 



vile 
creature.. 

WHAT MANNER 
OF -BEAST cm 

you ee? 



DIE GLADLY 
WE RELEASE YOU 
FROM YOUR SEMI- 
HUMAN VESTMENTS 
OF LIFE.. . 



•;■'• "■{'-: 



HIDEOUS... IS IT POSSIBLE... 

CAN IT REALLY BE THAT MV 

EYES DO HOT DECEIVE ME~. 

CAW IT ACTUALLY BE THAT 

THIS---THISSiOC>£> DEMON 

HAS STAYED ALIVE BY... 

DEVOUR/MS HIS OWN 

BODY... HIS OWN 

HUMAN FLESH! 







'O 



AND SO DEATH COMES 
QUICKLY.. .PERHAPS FAR 
TOO QUICKLY FDR HE WHO 
HAS LIVED A LIFE OF 
TERROR AND OUTRAGEOUS 
ATROCITY.. .THE VAMPIRE... 
GAUNT AND EMACIATED IN 
HIS THIRSTING FOR HUMAN 
BLOOD.. AS OF THAT FATHER 
ON UNHEAVENLY ORIGIN... 
ANPSOITBE IN FITTING 
MEMORY THIS TALE.. .THAT 
THE GROTESQUE CANNIBAL 
DIE AN UNENVIABLE DEATH 
\H...VAULTOFA VAMPIRE! 



<^W- 



aiifflr 



IHHSlllii 



I JIM' 



iZM> 
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Script by Gardner Fox • Art by Paul Reinman • Inked by Mike Esposito 




-r. 



HlOPEN IN THE DEEPS OF THE NEARBy FOREST 
STANDS A STRANSER TO THIS PLANET-- WITH A 
SMOKING RAY6UN IN A HANP... 



ISHAKING HIS HEAP IN PISBELIEF AT WHAT 
HAS HAPPENED, KROOS RETURNS TO THE 
JKING FIRES OF HIS TRIBE... 



THE CAVCMAW HAS 
MET THE THROPOLI 
TO JUDGE BY THE 

reLBPATny bano 

ABOUT HIS HEAP. 




AS HE EATS A SLAB OF CRUPELY 
COOKED BISON STEAKS, THE 
CAVEMAN RELATES THE OPP 
EVENTS OF HIS UNUSUAL PA*., 

'scalep MOMSrSR TURN 

INTO SMOMe/ KROOG 

NOT KNOW «WK' 



NO/ WEART^ HELP 
BANP ON KNOW 
HEAD. . THOU6HTSA 




FROM THE SKIES COMES A 

DRENCHING RAIN, PUTTING 

OUT THAT FIRE... 



With the spottep leaves in hand, the 
caveman hunter returns to his 
cooking fires where... 




I The foop anp water storep aboard the 

STARSHIR IT TAKES OFF.. 




Script by Philip Roland • Art by Philip Roland 



THE AGING UNCLE'S WRINKLED HAND OPENED HIS FIELD 
JACKET AND PATTED THE SHEATH OF PAPERS' INI ITS 
LINING. HE NODDED AT PETER... ^^^^^^^^^_ 



YOU'VE BEEN GOOD 
COMPANY TO AN OLD 
MAN THESE LAST 
FEW YEARS, PETER 
X'AA SHOWING MY 
APPRECIATION BY 
REMEMBERING YOU 
MY WILLI 



PETER STARED HUNGRILY AT THE PAPERS. HE'D 
WAITED MONTHS JUST TO HEAR THOSE W0RD5. THE 
LONG HOURS OF BOREDOM WITH HIS UNCLE HAD 
PAID OFF... 




SO IT WENT. AT THE END OF EACH SCORCHING DAY A 
SHI/WWERING POOL OF LIFE-GIVING WATER LAY WAIT- 
IMG FOR THEIR THIRSTY BELLIES AND EMPTY CANTEENS 
BY THE TIME THEY REACHED THE THIRD OASIS, PETER'S 
PATIENCE AND STRENGTH WERE WEARING THIN... 




BY MID-AFTERNOON OF THE NEXT DAY PETER WAS 
GREEDILY EMPTYING HIS OWN CANTEEN IMTO HIS 
DUSTY GULLET. IT SEEMED TWICE AS HOT NOW AS 
THE DAY BEFORE... 




THE COOLING WATER HAD ALMOST TOUCHED 
HIS LIPS WHEN SOMETHING CAUGHT HIS AT- 
TENTION FROM THE CENTER OF THE OASIS. 
THE BLOATED PULPY FIGURE BOBBED TO 
THE SURFACE AMP STARED HIDEOUSLY AT 
HIM WITH SIGHTLESS EYES... PETER 
~ SCREAMED.../ 




SO HE WALKED 
INTO THE FREEZING 
DESERT NIGHT, HIS 
UNCLE'S CANTEEN 
SWINGING BE5IDE 
HIM. By SUNRISE 
THE LAST OF THE 
PRECIOUS WATER. 
HAD PASSED OVER 
HIS PARCHED UPS 
...HE SEARCHED 
THE HORIZON 
DESPERATELY.' 




WEAK WITH THIRST AMD EXPOSURE, PETER STRUGGLED 
DESPERATELY FOR THE ENCAMPMENT TENT /WILES AWAY 
AMP THE FINAL OAS/S BESIDE. IT. MERCIFULLY THE SKY 
PARKENEP, BLOTTING OUT THE'SUN. THEN TO HIS HOR- 
ROR HE REALIZED IT WAS A... 




PETER FASTENED HIS BANDANA ABOUT HIS FACE AND 
PUSHED INTO THE BLINDING, WHIRLING SAMP. IT WAS 
THEN HE NOTICED THE DIM SILHOUETTE MOVING 
ALONG BESIDE HIM.. 




HE SQUINTED INTO THE HOWLING GALE AND DREW 
CLOSER. TO THE STUMBLING FIGURE. FROM OUT OF 
THE SWIRLING STORM LOOMED THE HORRID 
MUTILATED FACE... 



THE ROTTED TEETERING THING WAS KEEPING PACE 
WITH HIM, CHUNKS OF DECAYING FLESH AND MAGGOTY 
BONE FALLING FROM ITS STUMBLING HULK, LEAVING A 
TRAIL OF RANCID GORE BEHIND IT... 




SEEMINGLY YEARS LATER THE STORM ABATED. 
PETER, CRAWLING ON BLOODIED HAND HANDS 
AND KNEES, GAZED ABOUT HIMSELF DELIRIOUSLY.. 



WITH A STRENGTH BORN OF MADNESS, PETER 
PUSHED UP AND HOBBLED AFTER THE GRISLY TRAIL 
LEFT BY THE THING. MILES LATER HE FOUND IT, 
TRUDGING RELENTLESSLY ON, FILLING THE ACRID 
AIR WITH ITS STENCH... 




WITH SHAKING FINGER'S HE WITHDREW 
THE SHEATH OF PAPERS FROM THE OLP 
MAN'S JACKET AND OPENED IT... 




A 

NIGHTMARE 

FICTION 

BONUS 





He stared across the desk at 
me. Black unholy fear was in his 
eyes. 

"You must do something for 
me! You must!" he screamed! This 
was Tracy Collins, the movie star. 
You remember him, the horror 
man of the screen. He played 
everything from werewolf to ghoul 
and had even won an Academy 
Award for his portray of the Were- 
wolf of Chicago. 

And here he was in my office 
screaming for help. He needed it 
all right, and it was my job as his 
doctor and his friend to help hjm. 
He was sick, very sick. 

The fearful eyes stabbed at me 
again. "I change, Doctor. I change! 
Just like in the werewolf roles I 
played, only it's real. I become a 
wolf late at night and run on all 
fours. I howl at the moon, and I 
kill. I kill!" The terrified eyes plead- 
ed, "Please, please have me 
locked up." 

"All right now, Tracy." I tried 
to be calm. "I'll help you. I'll take 
you out to my own private rest 
home tonight. We can lock you 
up if you wish and observe you 
for a spell to check on these 
lycanthropic attacks of yours. 
Personally, Tracy, I think that you 
have just been working too hard 
and that this is nothing more 
than a temporary nervous condi- 
tion." 

Those terrible haunted eyes bor- 
ed into me again as if to say, 
"You're a fool, Doctor, a stupid 
fool." 

"I'm sure that with rest and 
care you'll be fine in a few weeks. 
Of course, Tracy, there'll be no ' 
publicity. We'll tell the studio that 
you went on a vacation. Doctor's 
orders and all that, you know." 

Collins drummed his fingers 
on the arms of his chair. "I don't 
care if the public finds out what I 
am, as long as you lock me up. I 
don't want to change and kill 
again! I can't stand it!" He was 



sobbing, and his huge frame 
was shaking horribly. 

"Of we go then, old boy. My car 
is outside. We'll drive over to the 
rest home now." 

We walked out to the car and 
got in. I drove slowly through the 
lighted city. This was no time for 
conversation. Enough had been 
said already, so I flipped on the 
car radio. Some rather happy mu- 
sic chimed out of it. He turned it 
off. I glanced over at him. He was 
breathirjg hard and wringing his 
hands, but those terrified eyes 
were staring straight ahead. 

I pulled the car into the drive- 
way of my private hospital, came 
to an easy stop and cut the engine. 
I snapped off the headlights. 

"Well, Tracy," I said. "This place 
will be your home for a few weeks. 
You'll get a well-earned rest here, 
and then back to the studios for 
some more Academy Awards, 
eh?" 

He said nothing. We got out and 
walked up to the front door. I 
opened it and motioned Collins in. 
He shuffled in staring straight a- 
head. I followed. Nelson, my chief 
attendant, was at the desk. 

"Good evening, Doctor," he 
said. "Keeping kind of late hours, 
aren't you?" He smiled. 

"Well, it isn't often that I come 
here in the middle of the night, 
but Mr. Collins is a friend of mine, 
and I suggested he be our guest 
for a short time." 

Nelson walked over to greet 
Collins. "Glad to know you, Mr. 
Collins." He extended his hand, 
Collins ignored it. 

"Say, Doctor," Nelson drawled. 
"I guess you'll want to give Mr. 
Collins a physical check-up first, 
just for the record, eh?" 

"By all means, and remember 
Nelson, this is to be strictly confi- 
dential. No one is to know that 
Mr. Collins is our guest." 

"Of course, sir. I'll call Moreno 
to take over the desk, and I'll 



help you with the physical." He 
pressed the call button on the 
desk. Moreno came out and nod- 
ded to us. 

"Everything all right, Moreno?" 
I asked. 

"Fine and dandy, Doc. Every- 
thing's runnin' smooth." 

Moreno was a good man. He 
had a way with mental patients. 

Nelson, Collins and I adjourned 
to the examination room, and 
Moreno took over the desk. In- 
side the room I asked Collins to 
disrobe. He did so, slowly and 
nervously. Those terrible eyes 
still stared. 

When he was completely nude 
he snarled fiercely at us and bolt- 
ed for the door. 

"Oh, oh!" cried Nelson. 

I made a grab for Collins and 
missed. 

"Stop him, Nelson!" I yelled. 

Nelson jumped at Collins, but 
the movie star, with the super- 
human strength of a madman, 
felled Nelson with one blow, and 
tore out the door. 

Moreno had heard the commo- 
tion and was waiting for him. The 
front door was locked. Between 
the two of us we had a chance of 
subduing him. Snarling and slav- 
ering, a stark naked madman, he 
ran for the front door. He rattled 
at the knob growling and shriek- 
ing. The door held. Moreno jump- 
ed upon the crazed movie star's 
back and I cam up from behind 
to help. 

"For God's sake, grab hold, 
Doc!" Moreno panted. "I can't 
hold him forever!" 

With another surge of strength 
Collins trjrew Moreno off his 
shoulders at me. We both went 
down in a heap. 

Collins snarled again and look- 
ed through terrible burning eyes 
at us as we tried to get up. Then 
he looked around and saw the 
window. As we half crawled, half 
ran across the room after him, he 
45 



plunged through the window amid 
a shower of broken glass. 

As we hurried to unlock the 
front door and race after him, we 
could hear him howling and 
shrieking across the hospital lawrf. 
We dashed out the door. Now we 
could see the naked form of Col- 
lins running over the spacious 
moonlit grass. He hurdled the 
hedge fence and streaked into the 
road. A screech and a hiss of air 
brakes. A heartrending scream. 
Moreno and I ran to the road. 

Collins' naked body lay crush- 
ed under the cab of a huge trailer 
truck. One of the front wheels had 
gone completely over his body. 
The truck driver was climbing 
shakily out of the cab. 

"I couldn't help it. I couldn't 
help it!" he sobbed. "He ran right 
out in front of me!" 

"It was an accident, I know." 
I tried to console the shaken driv- 
er. "Let's get his body off the 
road and call the police." 

The driver and I dragged the 
mangled form of Tracy Collins 
to the grass near the hedge. Mor- 



eno ran in and called the police. 

"I think we'd better cover him 
with something," I suggested to 
the driver. "This is my hospital, 
and if a crowd gathers I wouldn't 
want a lot of talk going around 
about a naked madman being 
killed here." 

"There's an old tarpaulin in the 
truck. I'll get it," the driver volun- 
teered. 

He brought the tarp, and we laid 
it over poor Collins' mangled 
body. 

Moreno came baok with Nel- 
son, who seemed still groggy from 
that knockout punch. 

"Cops will be here right away," 
Moreno grunted. He looked at the 
tarpaulin. "Ya covered him up, eh? 
Keep the nosey ones from lookin' 
at him and startin' bad rumors." 

"Are you all right, Nelson?" I 
asked. 

"Yeah, but what a wallop that 
boy packed! He should have been 
in the ring, not pictures, the poor 
devil." 

The police came roaring up, the 
red light on the prowl car blinking 



like a huge eveil eye. They slammed 
on the brakes, and a fat ruddy-fac- 
ed deputy squeezed out of the car. 

"What happened?" he asked. 

I pointed to the tarpaulin. "The 
dead man under that canvas was 
a patient of mine. He ran out of my 
hospital and into the road. He 
was run over by this truck driver, 
but it was an accident, I assure 
you." 

"Well, let's have a look at him." 
Another officer was looking at the 
truck. The fat deputy shouted at 
him, "Call the morgue, Joe." The 
deputy walked over to the tarpau- 
lin. "It may sound screwy to you, 
Doc, but I can't resist looking at 
these stiffs." He raised the tarp 
slightly and played his flashlight 
under the canvas. He dropped the 
tarpualin back onto Collins' body 
and then stalked over to us with 
his hands belligerently placed on 
his hips. He glared at us angrily. 

"And just what kind of a gag 
are you try in ' to pull here, Doc?" he 
barked. "That ain't no man under 
there. It's a big, ugly dead dog!" 
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Hf /vPO/M 77/f ANNALS 

dtO OF ONE OF OUR 
T *^*~ FAVORITE GHOUL 

CREATORS... ~ 





Script by Chic Stone • An by Chic Stone 



'WATCH O^r/vllsIP l^wS 

THE STAIRS rSsyifii-^^vY 

.BEHIND YOU.../ /^ 



THE THIN6S! 
^j,v , KEEP THEM 
5*W BACK/ 8 A... 

\'®\EEE-Y/IAAA.'//J 



euse/ you 

FOOL/ GET OUT , 

OF HERE.' yOLTLL L _ 
VtUttf* EVERyTHING/jfri 




ERIK MORTUS KNOWS HIS 
WIFE IS DEAD. THE RICH, 
CRIMSON STREAM. OF 
BLOOD OOZING FROM HER 
SPLIT SKULL TELLS HIM 
THAT/ i 



...THE LITTLE 

IDIOT/ STILL, 

THIS BIPS 

goop joa/mme: 

FOR ME/ I 
MARRIEP HER 
MERELY FOR 
HER WeAlTft, 
WHICH I NOW 
POSSESS.. 




AS THE BOPy 
OF MORTUS' 
WIFE IS LAID 
TO KBST... 



FEAR NOT/ A 
SUBST/TUTC 

SHALL TREAT 
MY PATIENTS' 



RAWLINS, WE 
HAVE BEEN 
FRIENPS FOR 
SOME TIME. 
PLEASE BE 
THE SUBST 
ATMY^fW* 
FOR THE NIGHT' 




Night cloak's 
the gloomy 
countrysipe as 
two ph/sicians 
approach the ■ 
seclupep /hortus 
mansion, a — « 
pwelling that 
is immea/se... j 
anp somehow 
GKOresett/E. 

E ANP EI//L.' * 



A NICELY- FURNISHEP 
STUPX ERIK.' THIS 
<*V//<F IS EXCELLENT, 
ALSO.' BUT COME, WHAT 
IMPORTANT MATTER ' 
PIP YOU SAY YOU WISHEP 
TO PISCUSS? SOMETHING 
CONCERNING YOUR WIFE'S 
PEATH* 




GOOD LORL> 

MAN. 1 PO you 
MEAN CRYSTAL 
BALLS, FORTUNE 
TELLING CARPS, 

ANP THE REST?, 



CM/LP/SM 
ROT. , 

RAWLINS/ 
MY MEANS 

SCIENTIFIC. 




...ANP ACCURATE/ 

' I BELIEVE A HUMAN 

SUBJECT, OR MEOIUM, 

CAN BE PREPAREP TO 

HOUSE THE SOUL OF 

A BEING PLUCKEP 

FROM LIMBO., 



B-BUT THIS IS 
INSANITY, MORTUS.' 
EVEN IF SUCH WAS 
POSSIBLE, WHO IN 
HIS RIGHT MNP 
WOULP ALLOW 
HIMSELF TO BE 
INHABITED BY..., 



...OR HADN'T YOU 
NOTICED THE ODD 
TASTE OF YOUR 
WINE? 



, NO/ A MUCH MORE 

VITAL SUBJECT THAN 

EL/SE/ A PROTECT 

OF MINE WHICH WILL 

.GRANT ME UNLIMITEP 

POWER/— 



/COMMUNICATION] 

WITH THE 

DEAD/ 




IT IS FORTUNATE 
you DO NOT HAVE 

A PA/H/CY. 

RAWLINS/ FEW 

SHALL BE OVERLY 

PISTURBEP WHEN 

YOU,,, COMPLETELY l 

DISAPPEAR/ 




.UHHHH/ WHERE 
AW...? HEAVENS.'\ 
WHAT /S THIS 
PLACE? ER/fe:/ 
WHAT ARE yOU 
GOING TO *0? 



I'M PLEASED YOU HAVE 
AWAKEA/E0, RAWLINS.' YOU 
MUST BE FULLY CONSCIOUS 

FOR yOUR PART IN MY 
EXRER/MEA/Y/ MY MOST 
APVANCE& ONE yET/ WHICH 
IS WHY WE ARE NOW IN A 
SUBTERRANEAN CHAMBER 
OF MY OWN DESIGN/ 



OELGATO? AN 
INFAMOUS SPANISH 
NOBLEMAN OF THE 
14-th CENTURA CONDEMNED 

TO 0£ATtt FOR 
PERPETRATING H/PEOUS 
CRIMES OF BLACK 
sMAG/C ANP SORCERY. 



HE WAS THE 

GREATEST 

SORCEROR, OR 

WARLOCK, WHO 

EVER UVEP.' 

DELGATO HAD 

MASTERED THE 

BLACK ARTS/ HE 

COULD HAVE 

BECOME THE MOST 

POWERFUL MAN ; 

WHO EVER WALKED/ 

THE BARTH/ 



TELL ME.,, HAVE 1 
YOU HEARD OF 
A MAN NAMED...! 
EST4BAN 
OECGATOpj 




Abruptly kneeling, mortus inscribes 
bizarre signs upon the floor outsipe 
the chalk circle surrounping the 

TBRRIFIEP OOCTOR.'b 



NOW WE BEGIN/ THE SOUL 

OF ESTABAN DELGATO 
SHALL LIYE AGAIN, VOCTOR.!} 
THROUGH YOUR BOPY/ 



f MORTUS/ THIS 
IS MAPNESS.' 
INHUMAN.' 
RELEASE ME, 

. I BEG OF 
YOU....' 





..WHAT EXPENSIVE SIFT HAVE 
K3U BOUGHT ME THIS TIME? 
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RUBBISH.' YOU ARE NOT OUT OF 
THE ORDINARY AT ALL.' IN FACT. 
TODAY r MET A VERf STRANGE 
NvAN/ ANTON LEPARGE, THE 
CONTROVERSIAL FORTUNE- 
TELLER ANP SPIRIT/ST/ HE 
HAS LEFT HIS NATIVE FRANCE 
FOR A TOUR OF THE WORLD/ 
HE'S RIGHT HERE IN TOWN, 
ANP THEy SAY HE CAN SUMMON 
GHOSTLY SPIRITS FROM ANY- 
ONE'S PAST/ 



ANTON LEFARGE/ A TRUE 
MEPCUM.' ONE t/SEP TO 
CONTACTING SPIRITS FROM 
BEYONP THE GRAVE/ HE 
WILL DO.' YES,.. HE WILL 
OO/ 




Anton leFarge will recall 
mortus' frienpuy manner, 
a. well- stylep stupy, anp 
a fine vintage of w/ne/ 

AFTER THAT, HE SHALL. 
REALIZE HE IS AWAKEN/NG 
TO A HtSHTAIA^E/ 



UNNNH.' 
S-SACRE.' 

WHERE 
AM I? 

WH-WHAT 

HAPPENEP 

TO ME? 



VOU WERE 
, 0RUGGEt>M 

I FRIENP.' WELCOME 
BACK TO THE 
LANP.OF THE 
LIY/A/G.' we 
HAVE AN 

i experiment 

I TO CONPUCT/ 




MY EXPERIMENT 
REQUIRES THE 

PRESENCE OF AN 
EXPERT MEPIUM/ 
YOUR sopy SHALL 
MOUSE THE «M/£ 
OF A WARLOCK PEAP 
FOR SOO YEARS.' 
A SOUL THAT WILL 

NEST WITH/AI 
YOUR FLESH ANP 
GIVE ME THE SECRETS 

TO ABSOLUTE J 
POWER/ <^ 





HOW, I COMMANP yOU TO 1 
GIVE ME yoUR WISDOM! I WISH 
THE SECRETS OP ALCHEMY, 
COHTROLLlHG MEN'S MINOS, 
FORETELLING THE FUTURE. 
UNLIMITED WEALTH... ALL , 
YOUR OCCULT KNOWLEDGE.' 'I 

PEMANP ABSOLUTE POWER. 

FOR I AAA HE WHO RETURNEP. 
you TO LIFE.' 





THE FRENCHMAN'S BOPX BURSTS /A/TO FLAME. AS 
DELGATO RELEASES HIMSELF ANP RETURNS TO UMBO ' 
fiJEJSJFifiEPH S/GNAC SEVEN /WrTWQ,MAUSEAT/A/e 
CORPSES BEGIN A RITUAL OP HORROR ALL THB/R OtVA/' 




TO THOSE WHO SURVIVED TO THE YEAR I963,SUMMER 
WAS FULL OF THE USUAL MADNESS, AND THE LETHAL 
TOLL OF SMALL EVILS MOUNTED— AS DID CLOUDS OF 
CAR EXHAUST, INDUSTRIAL. POISONS AND STAGNANT 
WATER TO STRANGLE EARTH'S FRAGILE ECOLOGY... 
MAKING PURE AIR AND WATER SCARCE... 



SUMMER 1983 SAW MUCH OF MAN'S MISUSED 
TECHNOLOGy COLLAPSE IN UPON ITSELF, AND 
A CIVILIZED PEOPLE BECOME DESPONDENT 
WITH THE ADVENT OF CRUEL, ANARCHISTIC, 
BARBARIAN YOUTHS, SUCH f& "SPACEY'S 
SPITFIRES"— b. HUGE MULTI-ETHNIC TERRORIST 
HOODLUM GANG'WHICH TOOK OVER SOUTHERN 
CALIFORNIA. 



Zs-^A 



THE SPITFIRES WERE NAMED AFTER SPACEY 
JASLIN, A FEMALE MOTDRCyCLE TRAMP TURNED 
"RESPECTABLE" S-D MOVIE-QUEEN WHO 
TRAGICALLY DIED OF AN OVERDOSE OF 
AMPHETAMINES MIXED WITH OTHER 
DEADLy BODY-POLLUTANTS...lHtX 
1984 SUMMER...IN LOS ANGELES. 



\f,( 



THE WEEK OF HER FUNERAL., BUT A FEW MILES 
NORTH OF L.A., IN AN UNOBTRUSIVE AND RECK- 
LESSLy UNGUARDED CLIFF-SIDE RESEARCH 
CENTER, OVERLOOKING OIL-SUCKED OCEAN, 

A CONGRESSMAN INQUIRED— 



Script by Frank Voltaire • Art by Jack Katz • Inked by Frank Giacoia 



you WANT 

SOMETHING TO 

REPORT TO yOUR 

COMMITTEE, 

SENATOR? 



yOU CAW TELL 
THEM ABOUT 
MUTATION #320- 
DEVELOPED AFTER 

320 GENETIC 
MUTATIONS WITH 
THIS 
CYCLOXROH... 

AND A CROSS- 
BREEDING OF VARIOUS 
ONE-CELLED OSANISMS 
INTO A SUPER-STRAIN 
OF GERM PLANT 
CLUSTER... 



DO yOU FEEL" 
IT'S REALLY 
WORTH TEN 
BILLION 
DOLLARS? 

THOSE TAX DOLLARS" 
COULD BE BETTER 
SPENT OH OUR WAR 
EFFORTS IN SOUTH 
AMERICA AND CANADA, 
PROFESSOR BACAULL. 1 



GERM-PLAMT 
CULTURE MUTATION 
#320, SENATOR, IS 
ABLE TO PRODUCE 
OXYGEN!.. 

CWGEN THAT HAS^ 
8EEN DISAPPEARING 
RAPIDLy BECAUSE OF 
THE OIL COMPANIES 
yOU REPRESENT IN 
C0N6RESS, SENATOR 
REEDLy.' 




ALONG THE SM066Y SEASCAPE, FESTIVE AMP BARBARIC LEGIONS OFSPACEY'S SPITFIRES ^DB.SPEWIHB 
CARBON MONOWDEEXHA^T CLOUDS THAT HALF-HIP THEIR GRIM TOW-THE COFFIN-CVCLE OF SPACE/ JA6UN... 

-•-.;-■ ■~.;WW B#"" 




PROFESSOR, DO YOU 
REALIZE THE MILLIONS 

THAT CAM BE MADE 
FROM THIS 
DEVELOPMENT: 




NOW IF YOU CAN HOLD YOUR 

cuRiosny in check, professor 

I'LL LET yOU WITNESS HOW 
WE MUTATE THE STRAIN— - 



/AISS SCH1FF, WOULD yOU \AND~AH--A 

PLEASE BRING IN ANOTHER FIRST AID 

CULTURE-SLIDE OF -^ JOT? 

MUTATION W320" ^^~ 

— yes ,51m 




DRIFTING T BACTERIA 
AWAY- HO MULTIPLY 
HARM MAY / THEMSELVES 
COME.' A IN 

SECONDS! 



BUT THIS 
MUTATED 

STRAIN MAY 

NOT £*sr 
LONG.' 



^1 



BUT FATE PLAYS STRANGE MUSIC, AMD THE LYRIC SEA-WIWDS EDDIED AND SWIRLED THE FLOATING MUTATION ^320 
5 MILES UP THE ROAP, TO THE 5ISHT OF A PANORAMA OF „«,_» MOTORCYCLE HOOPLUMS PREPARING TO PAY THEIR 
LAST COARSE RESPECTS.:. 




OCEAN WAVES, CRASHING, POUNDING ON POISONED FISH CAR- 
CASSES PROVIDED THE MUSIC FOR A DRUNKEN BALLET OF 
BRUTISH FORMS WITH VVA5TED ANIMALISTIC MINDS, AS 
THEY DISMOUNTED THEIR BIKES AND STUMBLED 
NUMBLY INTO ONE ANOTHER IN REVELRY.. 




TO A ROUSING OFF-KEY CHORUS OF A REFRAIN FROM THE 
SOUNDTRACK THEME FROM HER LATEST 3-D OPUS, SPACSY 
JAGUN WAS HEFTED ALOFT IN DUBIOUS DIGNITY... 



Im.6 LcJI ik+.m v-jM 



THE PATHETIC CARCASS OF THE LONELY MISUWDEI?- 
STOOP, POP SUPERSTAR. TUMBLED WITH A FLOP 
BEFORE HIS BOOTS—THE LEADER AND HIGH 
PRieST-SUKU WITH THE LAST SHREDS OF HIS 
DRUG -ROTTED MIND, SROPED FOR APPROPRIATE 
WORDS— EYES GLAZED...BODY SWAYING... 



BUT A DRUNKEN LURCH NULLIFIED 
ALL ATTEMPTS AT ANY DIGNITY... 





AT THE COMMAND OF THE 
FANATICAL"HOLy MAN" LEADER 
EACH MEMBER. OF THE PRIW 
TIVE AND SAYA6E SUPERSTI- 
TIOUS HERD FILED By, ANP 
PREPARED HER. BROKEN 
BODY FDR CREMATION/ 




AND IT NOURISHED MUTATION #320J- 




MUTATION #320 FED ON THE CARCAS OF THE GURU-LEADER, GROWING RAPIDLY. 

THEN IT FLOATED AWAY, SENSORS QUIVERING IN HUUGRY ANTICIPATION 
OF MORE LIFE TO DEVOUR/-- ____* „ ,.4^!,. 




'BUT SEE, AMID THE MIMIC ROUT A CRAWLING SHAPE INTRUDE.' A 
BLOOD-RED THING THAT WRITHES WITHOUT THE SCENIC SOLITUDE.' 
IT WRITHES.'— WITH MORTAL PANGS, THE MIMES BECOME ITS FOOD, 
AND THE ANGELS SOB AT VERMIN FANGS IN HUMAN GORE IMBUED." 
POg,THE COUQUEROR WORM. 





"GOLDEN LADS AND GIRLS ALL MUST 
AS CHIMNEY-SWEEPERS.COME TO DUST." 
— WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE, 
CYM8ALINE,ACT4, SCENE 2 



GROWING, EVER GROWING— SOOH MUTATION #320 WAS ATOWER.INS HEAP OF MAUGNANCY.'~V\6ES1\HG 
HUNDREPS OF TERROR-STRICKEN BIKERS IN A MATTER OFMINUTeS.' THE 5R0RES OF 0£AW SURGED 
COWA RD, STILL GROWING .'.' , 




WITHIN AN HOUR, MUTATION #320 HAD GROWN SO HUGE THAT IT CROWDED OVER MOST OF SOUTHERN 
CALIFORNIA- ..AND NOT JUST SATIATING ITS APPETITE WITH ANIMAL-LIFE, AS By THEN MOST SURVIVING 
PEOPLE WERE 5ECURED BEHIND LOCKED DOORS, MUTATION #320 ACQLHREP A TASTE FOR PLANTS AND 
TREES, AS IT GREW— AN IMMENSE, CREEPING CARPET OF DEATH U J 




AS DEADLY CARGOES OF OIL AND DETERGENT WERE DROPPED OVER THE VAST LENGTH 
OF CALIFORNIA/THE PROFESSOR SPOKE SOLEMNLY.. ."WE DEVELOPED MUTAT/0N*32O 
IN HOPES OF REPLACING EARTH'S OKY6EN LOST TO PLANKTON-pESTROXINGO/tANDj 
DETERGENT POLLUTION." 




"THE VAST DOSAGE OF OIL AND ENZYMES VOU ORDERED WILL DESTROY MUTATION # 320, M\- RIGHT-" CONTINUED 
THE PROFESSOR, AS MILES AND MILES Of OIL-SOAKED /AUTATI0N#320 WERE SET ABLAZE WITH NAPALM... 




tPAGlS 



rnistsiT// \ m 

YTBLLMG YOU ABOUT/ 1 

; PSVCHO M.2~.§W 

CPATUR.IN6 THE ONE 







A CHARACTER SO 

UNUSUAL SO HORRIFIC. 

WU'VE GOT TO SBB IT 

ioeeuEVB\i! 

Plus: many other 
features of all- 

tfEW$PEUBWP/A/G,/LLUSTRATEP 
TALES OF THE MACABRE/ 






Oh, 
SALE, 
MOW! 





TV's Best-Loved vampire 




WHAT A 
SIGHT! 



LIFE SIZE.GLOW-IN-THE DARK POSTER $ 2~ 



Here at last, in all his gory glory, is Barnabas, 
sensational star of "Dark Shadows". .. the 
lovable vampire viewed by millions daily on 
the ABC-TV network. You'll go bats over this 
life-size, 1 8" by 24" Glow-Glow Poster of your 
favorite fiend! You'll love it in the light— but 
wait till you see this cool ghoul glowing in the 
dark on the wall of your own home! Yes, it 
actually glows in the dark! You'll see it— but 
you won't believe it! Hang it in your pad, your 
den, your bedroom— wherever you want to 
curdle your blood. Strange . . . eerie . . . so cool, 
it's chilling. Imagine the thrill of watching the 
TV show with your very own Barnabas glow- 
ing beside you! And he's yours, glow and all, 
for only $2.00— that's all you pay for this magi- 
cal, mystical poster, complete with Barnabas' 
own glowing signature. You'll be so de- 
lighted, you'll say, "Fangs a million!" But 
don't delay! Don't miss a single scary 
moment— or you'll be sorry. Send for your 
BARNABAS GLOW-GLOW POSTER today! 

BARNABAS, NORTH ROAD, POUGHKEEPSIE, N.Y. 12601 



Order now! This amazing offer may not be 
repeated this season in this publication. 
Send just $2.00. We pay postage and han- 
dling. Guaranteed to glow in the dark and to 
satisfy you in every way or your money back. 



J Dan Curtis Productions, Inc. All rights reserved. 



Barnabas 

North Road Dspt. k 

Poughkeapsis, N.w York 12601 



"1 



for which please send me_ 



Enclosed is $_ 

BARNABAS GLOW-GLOW POSTER(S) at $2.00 each. I 
understand that you pay postage and handling charges, 
and that I may return the posters tor full refund if dissatis- 
fied in any way. 



